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tion to his Brahms recital without misgiving, especially as the
program did not include any of Brahms' enormities. It is true that
I did not arrive in time for the first piece, nor wait for die whole
of the last, as I should certainly have done had they been by
Mozart; but that was because, being a more farsighted voluptuary
than Brahms, I know that the pleasures of sense should be tasted
with a fresh palate, and not wallowed in. So I left the audience
wallowing the moment the sweetness began to pall; and they
may be there still for all I know.

What I heard was the twenty-five variations and fugue (save the
mark!) on that theme which Handel has already furnished with
quite enough variations to supply the world for some centuries
to come. Brahms' variations might, however, just as well be
called variations on the key of B flat as on Handel's air* Mr
Ernest Fowles played with much devotion and enjoyment; and
though his technique and style are not of the calibre by which
huge assemblies can be seized and carried away, being distinctly
a chamber technique rather than a concert-room technique, yet,
on that very account, the concert being one of chamber music,
he gave the right feeling to .several passages which would cer-
tainly have been knocked on the head by a fully equipped Rubin-
steiner or Leschetitzkeian, especially in the violin sonata in G,
which he played with Joseph Ludwig, who handled the violin
part with discretion and sympathy., if not with a very ardent
appetite for its luxuries.

There was a tremendous crush at the Philharmonic to hear, or
possibly to see, Paderewski. Gangways were abolished and
narrow benches substituted for wide ones to make the most of
die available space, Paderewski took advantage of the occasion to
bring forward for the second time his own concerto, which is a
very bad one. No doubt it was "frightfully thrilling" to Pader-
ewski himself to fly up and down the keyboard, playing the piccolo
and the cymbals and the big drum and every instrument except
the pianoforte on it, and driving the band along, in spite of Dr
Mackenzie, as if it were a coach-and-seventy thundering down a
steep mountain road; but to me it was simply a waste of the talent
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